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* Poor woman ! ' said Lady Annabel, and not without a sigh.    ' I trust her child is her consolation/
Yenetia had not spoken during this conversation, but she had listened to it very attentively. At length she said, ' Mamma, is not a widow a wife that has lost her husband?*
* You are right, rny dear/  said  Lady Annabel, rather gravely.
Yenetia mused a moment, and then replied, '* Pray, mamma, are you a widow ? *
'My dear little girl,' said Dr. Masham, 'go and give that beautiful peacock a pretty piece of cake/
Lady Annabel and the Doctor rose from the table with Yenetia, and took a turn in the park, while the Doctor's horses were getting ready.
'I think, my good lady/ said the Doctor, ' it would be but an act of Christian charity to call upon Mrs. Cadurcis.'
' I was thinking the same/ said Lady Annabel; ' I am interested by what you have told me of her history and fortunes. We have some woes in common; I hope some joys. It seems that this case should indeed be an exception to my rule.'
CI would not ask you to sacrifice your inclinations to the mere pleasures of the world/ said the Doctor : * but duties, my dear lady, duties ; there are such things as duties to our neighbour; and hero is a case where, believe me, they might be fulfilled.'
The Doctor's horses now appeared. Both master and groom wore their pistols in their holsters. The Doctor shook hands warmly with Lady Annabel, and patted Venetia on her head, as she ran. up from a little distance, with an eager countenance, to receive her accustomed bless-ing. Then mounting his stout mare, ho once more waived his hand with an air of courtliness to his hostess, and wan soon out of sight. Lady Annabel and Vcuetia relumed'to the terrace-room.